TRAVEL-DIARY

horn-rimmed glasses, sports jacket, Chinese stockings and
shorts. This was Mr. Charleton, proprietor of Journey's
End, an hotel (or, as he preferred to call it, an inn) situated
several miles from Kiukiang, in the Ruling hills.

We had heard of Journey's End, of course, already. It
was advertised regularly in the Hankow English news-
paper:

JOURNEY'S END

850 feet above sea level. Up here, all is fresh, clean, and

beautiful. The Mount Lavinia of the Yangtze Valley.

Grilled rainbow trout. Crab home-grown salads. Fresh

prawn curries.

Sunrise.

Fresh as a maid, all grace and beauty,
Cool as the trout in our Lien Hwa Tong,
Green as the grass of our lakeside pasture,
Gold as the comb in our wild bees' home.

Eventide.

Red as the rays of an Iceland sunset,
Tired as a child at bedtime's hour:
Dark, dark as the mane of a blue-black Arab:
Quiet, all quiet as a leopard's paw.

Such days and nights in China's Switzerland are both
fine things, little brother: Come and see for yourself.

'Good morning, sir' (this was to Auden). 4Are you by
any chance a relation of the author? Your wife is German,
I believe? You wonder how I know? Heard it over the
bamboo wireless. News travels fast in this country.' (This,
as we discovered later, was a typical example of Mr.
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